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Since I Have Felt the Sense of Death 

Oh, how my life has grown more dear 
Since I have felt the sense of death! 
Sorrows are good, and cares are small, 
Since I have known the loss of all. 

Since I have felt the sense of death, 

And death forever at my side — 

Oh, how the world has opened wide 
Since I have felt the sense of death ! 

My hours are jewels that I spend, 

For I have seen the hours end. 

Since I have felt the sense of death, 

Since I have looked on that black night — 

My inmost brain is fierce with light 
Since I have felt the sense of death. 

O dark, that made my eyes to see ! 

O death, that gave my life to me ! 



ACTION POEM 

A Song to Wake Your Dear in the Morning 

I kiss the locks of your hair : 
Do you feel me there, 
Sleepy one? 
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POETRY: A Magazine of Verse 

I will put a kiss on your brow : 
Are you waking now ? 
Won't you wake, sleepy one? 

A kiss on your left eye; on your right — 

Closed tight, closed tight ! 

Oh, you are a hard one to wake ! 

A kiss on your nose 

Where your deep breath goes, 

Sleepy one! 

Now a kiss for each ear: 
Do you hear, do you hear ? 
Wake, sleepy one! 

A kiss for this cheek ; a kiss for this : 
How many kisses you will miss ! 
Won't you wake? Won't you wake? 

Now I come to your lips that I love : 

Oh, you are waking! You wake and move! 

Sleepy one! 

Sleepy one, 

My kisses are done. 

Oh, you are a hard one to wake ! 

Helen Hoyt 
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